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were, with a series of portraits, so abashed
that I must have constantly fumbled in my
pocket to find the successive sixpences for
admission.
We reached Kettner's, my first London
restaurant, and were bowed to a table
where there awaited us Walter Russell and
Max Beerbohm, or as it might well have
been for the effect they produced on me,
Titian and Rabelais. For the first half-
hour my principal difficulty was not to
drown conversation by the way in which I
breathed. Locomotive engines, quitting St.
Pancras for the North, puffed, I thought,
less vehemently. At any moment I feared
one or other of the heroes would with a
pitiful glance ask the waiter to lead me to
the scullery. The danger passed, and I was
enabled to hear what was in fact being said.
You will say that I cannot remember, but
you will be wrong. The conversation related
to the fact that Max had been seen on the
top of a bus. At first he pooh-poohed an
accusation fatal to the character of a dandy
and a wit. But presently he thought better
of it. Well, he had mounted a bus, he
admitted defiantly, and why not? Who was
he to deny himself the sensation of the
-tumbril? And from what other point of
vantage was the popular face more success-
fully foreshortened. Indeed on reflection,
he concluded, that in the future to complete